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preponderance of Squires of high degree/    My thought
wanders farther than a lordly tower or a baronial hall . . .

"I mean that estate of the poor which, in my opinion, has
been already dangerously tampered with; I mean the great
estate of the Church, which has before this time secured our
liberty, and may, for aught I know, still secure our civilisation;
I mean also by the landed interest that great judicial fabric,
that great building up of our laws and manners, which is, in
fact., the polity of the realm."

Could a more marvellous vote-catching speech be imagined?
The landed interest, stretched to cover almost everyone who had
ever walked nine yards across the soil of England, the Church,
and the judicial fabric. In those days almost everyone still went
to church, meaning by church a Church of England service, and
as for the judicial fabric, all the best people were justices of the
peace. The speech united the cotter and the capitalist, the village
lout and the Lord of the Manor in one bond and unity to support
Sir Robert Peel. It was a great deal for anyone to do to whom
Peel had denied office.

Behind all this facade of oratory Mary Anne appeared
delicious and smiling. The electors of Shrewsbury loved her,
and she knew it, and the more they loved her the more they would
cling to her dear Dizzy. They might doubt Peel, but as long as
she smiled in support of him they would never doubt Dizzy.

Throughout his speech Disraeli insisted that Peel still sup-
ported protection. It would have been of no use to take any other
view in the face of the agricultural, or landed, interest. Peel
supported nothing of the sort.

This was Disraeli's last defence of Peel's Government.
Leaving politics on one side, their visit to Shrewsbury was very
gay. They arrived at 10 p.m., missing a triumphal entrance.
It seems queer nowadays, when cinema stars alone command
respect, how seriously people took politics in the 1840*8. After
a dinner they went on to the Bachelors' Ball, and Mary Anne,
looking splendid as well she might, seeing the admiration
accorded to her dear Dizzy, wore white, with a dark wreath of
velvet flowers twined with diamonds. No doubt they were
Wyndham Lewis' diamonds, but who cares?

On the following day they went to the races a&d saw Retriever
win the Tankerville*   Retriever has long since been dust, but
his name survives in honour of Mary Anne.
She sat in the gallery and received even more cheering than